THE PLUTUS, 192-215

cint. Ambition,

CA .                        B arley-meal ,

CHR.                                             Command,

CA.                                                                   Pea soup.

CHR. But no man ever has enough of thee.

For give a man a sum of thirteen talents,
And all the more he hungers for sixteen ;
Give him sixteen, and he must needs have forty,
Or life's not worth his living, so he says.

WE.    Ye seem to me to speak extremely well,
Yet on one point I'm fearful.

CHR.                                                     What is that ?

WE.    This mighty power which ye ascribe to me,
1 can't imagine how I'm going to wield it.

CHR. O this it is that all the people say,
Wealth is the cowardliest thing. a

WE.                                                It is not true.

That is some burglar's slander ; breaking into
A wealthy house, he found that everything
Was under lock and key, and so got nothing :
Wherefore he called my forethought, cowardliness.

CHR. Well, never mind ; assist us in the work

And play the man ; and very soon I'll make you
Of keener sight than ever Lynceus 6 was.

WE.   Why, how can you, a mortal man, do that ?

CHR. Good hope have I from that which Phoebus told me,
Shaking the Pythian laurel as he spoke.

WK*    IN Phoebus privy to your plan ?

CHR.                                                 He is.

WE.   Take heed !

CHR.                    Don't fret yourself, my worthy friend.

a Fair. Pfionniiisae, 597 SaXoy <5' 6 irXoDros /eal qbi\6ifivxw KO.K&V.
b The keen-eyed Argonaut, who could sec into the bowels of
the earth :   A poll. Rhod. i, 153 O$VT&TOI$ talftaoro fyujua<n*>.
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